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tall young man with a ruddy round porcelald face. Be-
hind them came three men in uniforms trimmed with
gold braid, and three in civilian clothes.

They took a long time to seat themselves at the long
table, but when this was done a man with an apathetic
beardless face leaned over and began to move his fleshy
lips as he whispered to the old man. The old man sat
strangely stiff and erect as he listened; behind his spec-
tacles the mother could detect two colourless little dots.

At the writing desk at one end of the table stood a tall,
baldish gentleman who cleared his throat as he leafed
through documents.

The old man leaned forward and began to speak. The
first words of his sentences were enunciated clearly, but
the rest came out in an incoherent jumble.

"I proclaim----Lead them----"

"Look!" whispered Sizov, nudging the mother as he
stood up.

The door behind the bars was opened, a soldier with a
bared sword over his shoulder came in followed by Pa-
vel, Andrei, Feodor Mazin, the two Gusev brothers, Sa-
moilov, Bukin, Somov, and five more young people whose
names the mother did not know. Pavel smiled at her, and
Andrei grinned and nodded; somehow their smiles, their
lively faces and gestures seemed to lighten the strained,
affected atmosphere in the courtroom; the dazzle of gold
braid faded away; the mother's courage was revived by
the confidence and vitality the prisoners brought with
them. A quiet murmur came from the back benches, where
up to now people had been waiting dejectedly.

"They're not afraid!" Sizov whispered, while Samoi-
lov's mother began to sniffle.

"Silence!" came the stern injunction.

"I must warn you ..." said the old man.

Pavel and Andrei were sitting beside each other on the
first bench, along with Mazin, Samoilov and the Gusevs.
Andrei had shaved his beard but let his moustaches grow,
and they hung down and made his round face look like